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had no money, he said, and could not leave his hotel till he
had paid. Scenting trouble, I took a post-chaise and drove
out to Pistoia. I advised him to give the bill to his landlord
to take to Florence and change at the banker's, Signor Sasso-
Sassi.
Imagine my surprise on receiving a visit from the banker
a few days later. The bill, it seems, was false. The
landlord had been obliged to reimburse the money; he
declared he never would have had anything to do with
it but for me, and that I must refund him two hundred
crowns.
Naturally I refused. The following day I was sum-
moned by the head of the police to appear before him. He
was exceedingly polite, but decreed that I must pay the two
hundred crowns, as the landlord had agreed to cash it on
rny recommendation.
The upshot of this was, that I was to leave Florence in
three days, and Tuscany in six. I could appeal to the Grand
Duke, and if he pronounced in my favour, should be al-
lowed to return, but not otherwise.
I wrote on a piece of paper:—
CI bow to your iniquitous decision, but the matter will not
end here.3
I said good-bye to Teresa with a heartiness that must
have given her poor husband a headache, and left the next
day, and in thirty-six hours was in Rome.
Among my letters of introduction was one for Cardinal
Passionei. When I presented it, his eminence expressed a
wish to hear, from my own lips, the story of my escape
from prison.
'The story is a long one, monseigneur,' I answered, as
usual.
*So much the better. I am told you are an excellent
raconteur?
cBut must I sit on the floor while I tell it, monseigneur?'
'Certainly not, your clothes are too good.'
One of his servants brought me a stool without arms or

